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Mx. WITHINGTON. 
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b Cheſhire, * ] Mas. Hearny. 


ane „ © Jonss rox. 
ringe,. - Miss. Woo. 


Von lie. - - Mas Hircucocs. 


Countrymen, Laſſer, xc. 


5 Sir Felix. There there, get yuu gone all to the i 
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Sir Felix Friendly and Compton diſcovered ftting. 
John and Thomas waiting behind, county lad; and 
laſjes at a diſtance. finging chorus as the curtain riſes. 
5 „ . <4 
ILIERE we ſing, dance and play, 

11 Nor perceive the blithe day 3 
| - _ is departing, when gliding io ſmoothly away. 
Compton. Let poets (till carol the beauties of Spring, 

And love-lorn ſhepherds of Summer may ſing * 

"Tis Autumn be os full fruition of joy, | 
Rich treaſure, ſweet pleaſure that never can cloy. a4 


| Sir Felix. The yellow leaf falling, preſents the wile 1 


| 4: age, | 
That bids us lay up for — wiater of age; 
While labou ſubſiding, ſtill ſweetens repoſe, 
And our wealth, roſy health, from induſtry flows. | 
" _ | Here we ſing, &c. 


| lawn, and be as merry as good cheer, ſtrong beet 
and the pipe and tabour can make you. _ fs 3 
Peaſants. Long life and happy days to our maſler 
fir Felix! | 8 155 EN e | 
5 | | Exeunt peaſants. 
Sir Felix. O Compton! I'm ſo happy to-day ! 
Is n't that your old ſervant Thomas? 
Compton. Ay, fir Felix, now my only ſervant: 
fidelity roots the poor fellow in a barren foil. 
Sir Felix. Deſire Lingo to come here, (Exit 
Jobn) Here Thomas, drink my health, (gives him 
money.) We'll have none” of our verdure wither 


| * Wu 42 5 * to day, 
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to * ſor want of moiſture. ( Exit Thomas. ) 
Ah, friend Compton, had you but continued 
parnerſhip with me to this day, well—Ay, ay, I 
tuck to Blackwell-hall, till I converted my wool 
into a golden fleece. You muſt. like a filly ſheep, 
privateering, and ſo be fleeced by the * 


and Spaniards. 


VE Compton. Why, fi fir Felix, no reflections on the 


part you have taken, I thought it more honourable. 

to be ſhorn in facing the foe, than in ſafety to carry 

back a branded fleece, by flying, from the enemies 

of my countty. 

2 Sir Felix. Well ſaid, my old battering ram. 
You Te a loyal ſpbjeR, and ſha!l never be without 

ajeſty's picture, while I have a collection. 


* friend to the King ſhould never want his 


countenance. You're @ true patriot too; and-it's 
a pity, that a lover of his country ſhauld ever be 


in want of the bleffings the produces. But come, 


give me the ſong that firft ſet you agog on pri- 

vateering. 

Compton. Sir Felix, I ſhant repine at my private 
loſſes, ſo long as we can keep the dominion of the 
- fea, and preſerve the Trident put into our ** 

by our valiant forefathers. 

| S8 0 N G. 


Thats, thus boys, 9 , 
See Britain' up 4 flag diſplay'd, 
| Unfurl the ſwelling fal. 


4 8 * Sound, ſouud your ſhells, ye Tritons, found, * 


+ Let every heart with joy rebound, 
We ſcud before the gale. 
See Neptune quits bis watry car, 
Depos d by Jove's decree, 
T0 hail the born Britiſh tar, © 
The ſov'reign of the ſea. 


A fail a head, our decks, we clear, 6 
Our canvaſs crowd, the chace we near, 
0 In vain the Frenchman flies 
| A broadfide pour d through clouds of ſmoak, 
Our captain roars, my hearts of oak, | 
wn "PS N 
See Neptune, e. S 

5 SGir Felix. 


i 3 


Sir Felix. Thank Jes thank ye, old partner! O'd B 
I'm fo happy to-da 

e A r Felix, may | beg tc "know 
the caule of this happineſs, and * extraordinary 
Preparations? | 
Sir Felix. Why Compton, 'tis neceſſary yau 

ſhould know this day is a triple feſtival, a little 
calendar, man, my birth- -day, harveſt home, and 
Laura's wedding. 


Compton. My daughter ! To whom, fir Felix ? 


Sir Felix To my fon. 

Compton Eugene! I'm furprited! 

Sir Felix, | love to ſurpriſe people with good 
news—You know this was always my intention. 

Compton. And this is all certain? 

Sir Felix. True as that you have brought up 
my ſon as yours, and | your daughter as an 
| Orphan that | had adopted. You know they love 
each other, and in this union of hearts my grand 


int is anſwered. I am ſo happy my ſon, by think» 


ing himſelf not worth a ſhilling, has eſcaped the 


foppery and ideas of diſſipation he might have im- 
bibed from a knowledge of being heir to wy fortune; 


and in your Laura I ſhall have a daughter-in-law 


poſſeſſed of ſenſe to diſiinguiſh merit, though laked 


to poverty, and generolity to reward it with her 
heat 


Compton. Dear ſir Felix, this goodneſs to a chi d 


of mine, is a meaſure Þ—— 


Sir Felix. You wicked man, would you oppoſe 5 


goodneſs ?: — Ha, ha, ha! this is pleaſant. Lau 
loves Eugene, though ſhe thinks he's not worth 


groat ; and though he doais upon her, 37 awed a 
a 


by her fortune, the poor fool fighs at bumble 
diſtance. Yes; and egad! there were folks figh- 


ing for him too. Why, do you know, Compton, 


| be has made a conqueſt of a rich cheeſemonyer's 


widow in the Borough, who ſuppoſing him wuch 


poorer than herſelf, forced money, upon him to 
re his affections. Ha, 3 K 58 old woolly 
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widow 
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widow will have him ia ſpite of his teeth; and 
thinking him ftillgncap of repaying her in 


coin, actually deſiphs to hunt him with an at- 


|  torney, and follow him here into the country, to 
- force himJjinto 2 Ha, ha, ha! but why 
Eugene now? becauſe the 

is neceſſary at a wedding you know. 

Compton. | left him at home _— LY 
Sit Felix. At fludy how to get his bread by 
3 upon copper, or daubing canvaſs. Ha, 

a, ha! PTS | | 


Compton. True, fir Felix. From the idea he has 


Fortune till to court, he is diligent in improving 
every grace, and acquiting every accompliſhment 
that can render him worthy of her favour. _ 
Sir Felix. And Laura in London, laying out a few 
hundreds I gave het this morning. 


| _ Complon. Without uy idea that IT am her father, 
t 


and even breathe but from your bounty. O fir 
Felix! to ſo many obligations in the ſcale, gratitude 


is a feather. a 


Sir Felix Then keep it to yourſelf, you feather- 
headed gooſe, Arn't we to be happy?—Compton, 
., you took me into partnerſhip with you, when all 
my ſtock was a little honeſty ; a poor capital, as the 


world goes! | have now the means, you the incli- 
pation. And were: you 1ich, and | poor, know 
you'd act by me, as I mean to do by you. Hete! 


1 Lingo, Lingo! 80 
Compton. Tee you have brought home your ne- 


Yes, "fir; but he's a curſt fellow, 
as ignorant as dirt. ſt ſeems, he has been a 


butler. ? 
© Sir Felix. 


ſchoolmaſter here in the country, taught all the 
bumpkin fry what he calls Latin; and the damn'd 
dog ſo patches his own bad Engliſh with his bits of 


bad Latin, and jumbles the Gods, Goddeſſes, 


Heroes celeſtial and inſernal together at ſuch a rate; 
I took hint to oblige a. fooliſh old friend of mine, 


| who intended him for Saint Oweis; fo I muſt. 


keep 


he bridegroom's preſence - 


On *. > comigg dow 
©; om "0; — n 
à venue. 


for Eugene. D'ye hear, Compton 
till 1 break the — myſelf. Edod ! they'll be 
= happy 2 8 1 ” 


girl. 
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=D 
keep him to draw good, wine and brew * 


Sir Felix Eh! it's Ft Step you have 2 
?f not a word 


Wo N GC. 
The viegia lity of the vight, 


Aurora finds in tears. 
But ſoon in coif of nature white, 
Her fragrant head ſhe rears ; 
No longer droops diſtreſs'd 
- But freſh and blithe as May, 
She riſes to perfume the morn, 
5 And ſmiles upon the day. 


*. The limpid ſtreams of noble ſource 
That miles in darkneſs flow, 
Emerging in their devious courſe, 
Tranſlucent beauties ſhew. 
Oer golden ſands they gently glide, | 
— Unruffled with the gale, | 
Reflecting heaven with ſplendid beide, . 
As rolling thro' the vale. Exit. 


Sir Felix. Vil puzzle 'em a little at firſt though ; | 


their ſurpriſe and joy will be the greater. E 
| Enter. Laura, 9 and William, with band © 
x 0 


es, Oe. 
Sir Felix. Eh L Laura! welcome 3 my 


Laura. I thank you, br—Here, Fri ringe, take 

theſe things into the houſe. I 
Fringe Yes, Madam. 8 & Exie. 
Sir Felix. Here we are, eh [—very well—Laid 

out all your caſh Well, well. — Did n't run in 


debt I hope? 3 


Laura. No fir ; your Kiadoeſs amply ſupplied 
me. ; 
= 7 Sir felix. 
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Felix. That's * But come 

al. Te 

Laura. n he pretend to "rail at my 

extravaganc® altho' he delights in every wiſh of 

mine. (Afide) Firſt, fir, I rattled up to my 

Milliner's in \Bond-Rifeet—Mrs. Bufont has a char- 

ming talte.— There's à cap fir the very crown of 

elegance! 

Sir Felix. Andcoſt a crown in we, I warrant 
now | | 
Laura. A crown ! ti fir, is chany of three 

guineas. 3 

Sir Felix. Three guſhegs Bond- fret !—They 

make mighty pretty caps in Cranbourn- alley. 

Laura. True, fir. But if we don't ned . 
little to the faſhions of the times, we ſhall. 
ruſty appearance * our poliſhed „ of the 
Continent. 

Sir Felix. 3 Ie a medium. I neil 


ruſt in particularity, nor will be a weather. cock 


do every puff of laſhion. 
„ | 8 0 N G. 

s WC when bound for France, 
he goſling you diſcover ; 


They! rang 10 00s 1 aGpace, | 


'd goofe comes over? 


Wich mw” al@carte, \! fa! 
And his cctillon fo ſmart, ha! ha! 
_ He charms each female heart, O la! 
As Jacky returns from Dover. | 


For cocks and dogs ſee ſquire at me 
I The prince of country tonies, | 
Retwn'd from Paris, Spa, or Rome, 
Our ſquire's a nice Adonis: 
Wia his tierce and carte, &c. 


Si Felix. For a trip or ſo, 1 would have no 
 objeQion to a ſnuff at the air of Fontainbleau; 
ſhould like to ſee the little chapel at Loretto, or the 
pres: ton of Heidelburg, or the Eſcurial, the bull 


the F tapeſt ry, or, no offence to his 
- Holigeſe's 


Holineſy's great toe, to pop my my noſe into the 
Vatican. But after all, be unfaſhionable 
enough to prefer little England to all the gardens 
and yep > wage? France, and palaces and convenſa- 
oni of Ita 
= Laura. Lapprebend, fir, 1 ſoaks be ſomewbat 
Yi of your opigion in that particular. | 


| ein, 


* The tuneful lark as ſoaring high, 
pos its downy wings, 
With wonder views the — &, 
| And mounting ſweetly 
"$9 Ambition {we 


ls its Bale wre breaſt, 
N zien in ar, 
Finds real plea ures there. Exit. 


| Sir Felix. Ha, ha, ha! Poor Laura, N 
ſutpriſe you preſently —Liongo !—Where is this 
crazy dle mine? Lingo!—-Q | bere he comes 
at laſt, Now will he peſter me with his ks 


barbarous Latin.—Lingo! 


Enter Lings. 


"Aim Pm here, Domine Felix. 

Sir Felix. Domine! Fil Domine your block- 
head againft the wall, if you Domine me. 

Lingo. 1 won't, Domine F elix. 

Sir Felix. Again! 1 . — 

g Een Pre done, Domine Felix. tf 


curſt Latin. 9 | 
Lange. My curſt Latin! | . 
lily th _ I 3 igtol _ . 


Stump | can't tay. 


they know nothing, nor won't be learned. Not 
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© Caden; whither fo faſt / * | SEE | 
Cudden. I am going upon the lawn to be merry, 1 
and to dance with my tweetheart Covſlip the dairy. - 


maſd. Wen have ſuch game f— 7 B 
Linge. Game! 'Cudden, you "muſt know the | | 


Olinpic games were propria que maribus maſcula 0 
 dicas. 1 


cudden. I know nought of ect. matter 


| Lingo. I loves to hear good Engliſh, becauſe as 


why, I ſpeaks good n and 14 good bye, 
meier * Wo Exit. 


Eater Stump. 
o farmer dn 7 


Linge. You can't flay! O you Adonis of the . 
woods 7 — Ut ſunt divorum, Mars, Bacchus, ar =. 
virorum. 

Stump. 1 don't underſtand Greek. = 

Lingo. Ay, ay, all my Latin's Greek to theſe 
people, you unhappy clowns,” oh you Cyclops! 


a ſoul in the houle will liſten to me but Cowſſi {| 
the dairy-maid ; and ſhe's going to jig it upon the 
lawn with the dancing fawns and * bumpkins.” | E: 
And here ſhe _— FE 


5 Cos flo „ a how! of cream. 


"Wy ſweet Cowſlip, properly called Cowllip. 
Nominativo hane, -huc et hoc. 1 
' Conpſlip. I have put tie hoch into the ſyllabub, 1 
Mr. Lingo, and here it i ac | 1 
"Lingo, What ſenſible ſoul it ivl 
a Coup Will you take it within, Mr. Lingo? 
-  Linge. Ne child. I prefer the air, Zephgus, | 
Kolus, Boreas, and other gentle breezes will PF 
2 us * I love the Lad gales. "Tp, - 
TY 2 


— 


3 5 — 


THE AGREEABLE SURPRISE. T 
flip, fif down. You're a noun adjeQive, and muſt 
not ſtand by yourſelf. Let's have a toaſt. 

 Corſlip. T'll go bake one, fir. 

Linge. No, I'll make one. Here's that the 
maſculine may never be neuter to the feminine 
ender. 

a Corſlip- Here's that—ay, here's the maſculine 
te the feminine 8 uns O Lord! 1 
1 bt. Ree, puella. [ 

ingo. ou were 1. >, a, 1 
know theſe things, *. ſo did Ovid puc Czar, 

' Corflip. What, Ceſar, the great dog, fir? 

Linge. No, Child! Judas Czfar. Romulus 

and Remus were ſuckled by a wolf. They raviſh- 

ed the Sabine girls, and found Rome in Italy. ——_ | 

2 Ah! ſuch fellows would find room any | BH 
where | 

Lingo. Jupiter was a fine god. He ſwam on 
2 bull to Europe. He went into a flaſh of fire 
& for Semele. 
1 Tk fir, he'd go any leogths for bis 
Lingo. I mou his amour. 
Coup. O ay! he'd drink wich Moors or 

Turks either. 

' Lingo. Diink! who! 
Cowſlip. Who! why Jew Peter, the old clothes 
man. | 
Lingo. o cœlum and terra! for all my conver- 

ſation, I find you know no more than the parſon 
of the pariſh. Ah, Cowſlip, if you was a Toes! 
the goddeſſes knew men and things, 
IJ £4 call More we forem, Mr. Lingo, 1 
a | 
. Jove loved” an Eagle, Mars a Lies, 

Phebus a Cock, Venus a Pigeon, Minerva loved 
an Owl. 
| Corſlip. I ſhould not have thought of your "4 

cock lions, your owls and your Pigeon, if I wass 

A goddeſs, Give me a roaſt duck. 


x 
7 
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Linge. If you were Flora or Ceres 8 
Ceusſi- Serus l |} am ſerus. . | | 
Lingo. O Cowſlip,. the great old heroes OUR 

you have never heard of, * — Hercules, 

or Wat Tyler! 8 3 
Cowflip. No indeed, fir, not I. oY 

Cowſlip; don't love the Clowns, . That | 

fellow, that Cudden, is a coloſſus of the road. 

He's a clown, a mere pheaſant; and yet, 1 ſuſpe& 

this Fanus, this young Silenus is = deity, the 

great Pan of the dairy. Re ©} 
Cui. 1 could not ſet my cream, fr, without | 
a pan in the dairy.” | oe” 
cir Ho O Coulip, the ne gods but fora mortal, 
Xit Homo. 
. s Oo N 0. | | 
Such backs! in view I | 3 
Can never praiſe too high, | _ 
Not Pallas's blue 
Ils brighter oe thine. 
Not fount of Suſanna, 
Nor Gold of fair Danae, 
| | Nor * of Diana, 
% So brightly can ſhine, 
| Not beard of Silenus, 
Nor treſſes of Venus, 
I ſwear by que genus, 
Wich yours can compare. 
Not Hermes Caduces, 
Y Nor flowers de luces, 
1 Nor all the nine muſes, 
2 | To me is fo fair. | 

Oh! Moſes, oh! Moſes, | | 3 
Wee | | _ 
8 eg FR trip the bees dip, 'F 

our 1ip, rip | | 
— 2 like choice flip flip and their Hybla forget. 
When girls like you paſs us, ; 
I ſaddle Pegaſſus, 
And ride to Parniſus, 
To Helicon's ſtream. 1 
Even that is a puddle, | | | =. | 
oY Where others may muddle; ©. W--- 
| My noſe let me fuddle Eh | b 
In bowls of your cream. 
Old Jove, the great Hector, 
os God: the direQor, 


r 


= 
& 
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ö May tipple his nectar, | 
[4 And thunder above: 
5 2 
2 As Bacchus or Vulcan, 
a Or ſove the old bull ca 
To her that I love. 


1 . | Chorus, Oh! Moſes, &. 
| CC WWE 11. A Cbanber. 
Enter Lauta. 


1 Where can Eugene be? at home, over his books 

and paintiag I ſuppoſe. He'd be here if he thought 

| 1 was come back. Yes, he is all tenderneſs and 

attention; but his diffidence and provoking reſpect 

| almoſt make me angry ſometimes. How a little 
= 2 endears to us the object of our affection! 


Enter Eugene. 


3 You hore been in London, madam! 
Laura. Juſt returned, Eugene. Why will you 
call me madam? vou know I don't like it 

Eugene Impute my offence to the real cauſe, 
my reſpe& to my divine Lauta. 


4. Laura. Send your recipe back to its ſource, the 
bounty of fir Felix. ; 
Eugene My love, you have my heart, my life : 
But when I refl. & on the diſtance my fate Gag town 
mee from you, it checks my preſumption. I endea- 
|  vour to hide from elf contempt, and would, if 
poſſible, rink from my on opinion. 
Laura. Wha: was I, Eugene? a poor, abandoned 
orphan ; and but for the kind attention of fir Felix, 
I ſhould be a wretched outcaſt, and experience the 
cold reception poverty muſt expect from a hard and 
ſordid world. 
| Eugene. O my love, had we been born hum- 
BB = vi-lagers, with my. Lauta I ſhould have been 
2 PPY» 
Laura. And 1 too with my Eugene. 


=: B ver: 
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7 DUET. 


Eugene. The bluſhing ſun ſhall never rife 

To ſteal the woedbine's pearly dew, 
But thy dear name I'll breathe in fighs, 
And every thought ſhall be of you. 


Laura. Then penſive as a widow'd dove 

—— — Ill cheerleſs watch the lazy day, Bay 

And when kind dreams bring home my love, 
Pl] eager graſp the welcome ray. 


Both. Fhonge far with doubt and jealous fear, 

Vith thee alone can joy return; 

For thee I'll fi hed, for thee, my dear, 
The lamp of love ſhall conftant bura. 


| They retire up the flage, 
Enter fir Felix and Compton 


555 Felis. Compton, look there, a pair of turtles, - 
Look, fer there's looks of love. 5 
Compton. Unfeigned affection indeed, fir. 


Sir Felix. Egad! Ill ſurprife them, PI diſturb | 


their tranquility. 
Compton. Dear fir—— 
Sii Felix. Be quiet, man: Their; joy will be the 


greater aiterwards.—Ha! Eugene! my boy, we 


han't had a diſh of chat to day. 
Eugene. The lols was mine, fir. 
Sit Felix. Compton, now tor't.—Laura, do you 
| know that | am veiy happy to-day? 
Laura. Dear fir, you never can be happier than 
I fincerely wiſh you. 


Sir Felix. I thank you, child—Yes, yer—Ha, | | 


hat. delight in a wedding. 
Laura Sirſ— 
Sir Felix. We ate to have a wedding under this 


roof to-night, Eugene. 


Hugene. Indeed fir? 1 

Sir Felix. Yes! Iam going to marry. 
Eugene. Who fir? 

di Felix. Laura. 

Laura. Me, fir! 


Sir Felix, | 


| | 


Compton. A trial ſo ſevere diſcovers 


THE AGREEABLE SURPRISE. , 15 

Sit Felix. Yes; [| am going to marry you to my 
fon. 

Eugene. Son! Have you a (on, fic? 

Compton. He has, Eugene; a on worthy of ſuch 
a father? 

Eugene. And he is to be united to Lauta! 

Sir Felix Ves, Eugene, he's a good lad. I'll 
aſſure you you'll like him exceedingly, Eugene. 
Egad! you'll never be out of his company. But 
he s at hand to bleſs my hopes, crown my wiſhes, and 
end my cares. You've no objeQion, Laura? _. 

Laura. Gratitude, Sir, muſt ever make your will 
the guide of mine. Till now | never: telt the los of 
a parent (Afide) / : 

Eugene. Never till woe I regret the want of 
2 fortune (Afede.) 8. 

Compton My 2 bleeds for them. 5 e 

Sir Felix. Nonſenſe! when happineſs comes 
unexpected, it brings a double bleſſing, and Cheers 


x like the lun from behind a cloud. 


QUINTETTO. 


Sir Fell. 0 how ſweetly pleaſure's taſted, 


— in by grief or Ed. 3 
Every] joy ſome joy is wa 
Give me ſunſhine after rain. 


True a ffection's real charms, 
Flom 12 1 faithful levers, 
bleſs each other's arms. 


Sir Fehr. 'O — pleaſure! joy beyond meaſure! 


What ſay you my Laura! what ſay you, my 
friend? - | 


Then hey for a adds R nd for 
— Pn f hey 4 


And h es for  babby at nine months end! 


Laura. F Cele tial Patience meek-ey'd maid, 
an4 J impart thy lenient ; pow'r, 
3 With calm content tis thou muſt aid, : 
Eugene, & And cheer, andcheer the adverſc hour. 


2. Sir 
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Sir Felix. We'll be merry, by jingo ! 
I've got ſome ſome old relics 
Of Bacchus, ——W hat, Lingo ! 
7 WWW 
Lin Here Domus Feli æ. | gp 
Sir Elie. You know my choice old ſack, 
Gofetch a dozen boitles ; 
a Brave Bacchus we'll attack, 
Ingo. And bibo all our throules, 
Sir Felix. A ſeaſt's not worth a fig 
| Without a hearty jorum. 
3 Hey jigæo populeram. 
5 CHORUS. 
Hey populerum jig, 
Hey jiggo populorum 
|  Ead of the Firſt AR. 


. 
SCENE I. 4 lun. 
Drau and Diſcovers Mrs. Cheſhife and Chicane, 


Chicane. 
finiſhed, and by this time the horſes ate putting to. 
Mrs. C. We'll be: upon him. He has got my 


letter by this; and Sir Felix Friendly, who lives 


here below, has given me notice of Eugene's in- 


tentions to marry an orpban girl, ſomewhere here 
in the country; but | think I'll forbid the banns. 


You've the writ ready, Mr. Chicane ? 


Chicane. In my pocket. But, Mrs. Cheſhire, 


I truſt you'll let no tender qualm prevent the 


execution of it, in caſe the young man, this Eugene, 


| ſhould retuſe to marry you. oc 


| Mis C. Tender qualms! you're a good 
lawyer, | believe, Mr.“ Chicane, but you are little 
read in the heart of a woman. No, Sir; the 


more 


, n glaſs of brandy and water is 


caſt in a dutch mould. 
and property: 
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* we love, the more we hate, when that love 


lighted And am not I right, ſir? not a bet- 


wi led cheeite-ſhop in the Borough than mine. 


What would the fellow haver and pray, lir, an't 
Ia wiie for any man? 
Chicane. Wite! ay, and a good wiſe too, Mrs. 


Cheſhire. And what's better, there's pienty 
of you. 


Mrs. C, Ab! that's what my poor dear huſ- 


band uſed to ſay The good ſoul died of a lur- 


feit at the London Tavern. Ay, mere curds and 
whey ;—-wouldn't do for a city feaſt, Delicate 
as Parmeſan, Mr. Chicane. Why, wite, ſays he, 
you're an honour to Tooley-ftreet A noble Cheſhire 
ie he ſtill refules my hand 


Chicane. Lo priſon ho goes 868 1 have got 


a dailiff that 1 think will have him. Les, wy 
_ bailitf's an agreeable fellow. Tom Touch has a 
molt taking way with him. Yes, yes, he'll lee p in 

the King's Bench to night. 


Mis. C Ay, as fure as you have two ears upon 


your head, Mr Chicane 


Chicane. Then he's tafe "WW  (Afide ) 
Mrs C. Yes, yes, to piiſon he gocs; and! 
think lam right, Sir. 
Chicane. Right! if not, Madam, would not be 


. concerned for you | like to be on the right ſide; 


and in my laft cauſe particularly, I lent an ear to 
Jultice. —— never repaired it though. 
* C Afide.) 

Mrs. C. Come, Mr. Chicane, riſe. —0O ! 1 
hope the poor beiils have fed. A tolerable _ to 
draw you and me in a gigg from London. 

Chicane Only two hours and four minutes. 
You are an excellent driver, Mrs. Cheſhire. mY 

Mrs. C | A, pretty work, fir, in uch weather, 
driving a gigg aſter a fellow !. I proteſt, fir, though 
my dear huſband had a confirmed afthma, and 


was fixty- eight when he died, | gave myſeli more 


= | 
3 | | red 2 
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trouble about this Eugene, though the fellow is in 
ſound health, and is only twenty- four. 


Chicane, All from your good nature, Mrs, 


Cheſhire, 


Mrs. C. Oh! if my poor degr huſband was alive 


— hut he's better where he is. 


SONG. 


In eier ofa huſband we widows are nice, 
I'd not have a man who'd grow old ina 3 
Not a bear er a monkey, a clown or a f 

But one that could buſtle and itir in in 


A lag TI avoid, when In chufing my lad, 

And a ſtork that might gobble up wel that T had, 
Such ſuiters I've had, fir, but off they might hop, 
I want one that can buſtle and fir in my hop. 

The lad in my eye is the min me mind, 
So handſome, fo young, ſo polite, ud fo kind, 
With ſuch a good foal to the altar I'd pop, 
He $ the man that can buſtle and ſtir in | cy — 


Retr Sir F r Ro — 


Sir Felix Ha, ba, ha! fhe's come, Mrs. 
Cheſhire is come, and brought an Attorney „pon 
him How he will be ſurpriſed! A lerter is her 
barbinger, and they'h be here i in five apjovees. Ha, 
| ha, ba! 

Compton | had not a notion was you ſent for 
| her, ſi Felix. 

Sir Feix. I knew Pd ſurpriſe vou. Ha has 
ha Weil fee how he'll fight it out Egal! 
they'll ſurpriſe him. How finely hel be ham- 


per'd! an ideal rival on one ide, and a rea] attorney 5 


on the other. Ha, ha, ha! 
Compton. And tantalized with forbidden fruit in 
the tempting affection of my Lauta. 


Sir Felix. Ay, but when I match him from the 
attorney and the fat cheeſemonger, and bleſs 


bim 


—— 
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him with an affluent fortune and his dear Laura, how 
he'll be then ſurpriſed ! 


Compton. ay > — the winding up will de 


the del of the jo | 


Sit Felix. Jo os  Liveing joke. A hearty laugh 


is my leaſe of happineſs; and on the farm of fun VII 
be a tenant for lite. 


s Oo NG. 


While ſome do love full bowls to quaff, 
Some like a dog and gun O! 
But I a chearful bearty laugh, 
Give me a bit of fun O 
For P11 ſmile and jeſt, and do my beſt, 
While life's hvur-glaſs doth run O1 
And while I can, tho' an old man, 
P11 have a bit of fun 1 


| Llik'd a laſs both briſk and 
; And after he: did run O! | 
Then whilper'd ſomething in her ear, 
For I lov'da bit of fun O! i 


S3o ripe for ſport and bliſs was ſhe, 
Il I thought the buſineſs done O 
| But when I fain wou'd happy be, 


Says ſhe, you're making fun O! 


So with laugh, and joke, and mirth, and fog 
At length her heart I won O 
And chen to chu ch we went along, 
Wann : 
| Excunt. 
, [As ſung in Loxpox ] 


& | Nee ua 

60D” ay eg brit yu; | 

8 Give me a hea. ty laugh, 
love a bit Gt lun. 


1 lik'd a maider.'s charms, 
And after hei did run: 
D took her in my arms, 


Says I, we'll have ſome fun. 
80 ripe for ſport and play, . 


I thought the buſineſs done; | 
But when I fain would kiſs, 


Says ſhe, you're makiog fun. 


— — — — — vt Sa ar + 4a 4g _ 
- 
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With joke and Jaugh. and play, 
At length her heart I won; 

To church we went that day, 

At night we had ſome fun. 


Enter Eugene. 


Engene I wih 1 could get an opportunity of 
| ſpeaking to Laura, I wor't return to fi Felix in 


uch a perturbed ſtate of ined. N con- 
verſation Ig .; | 
| Ener 1 
| Ling» Do fir, come in and take a N do. 


Sir pr iy come in, and bibo a little with your father 
and Domine Felix. They are gone laughing into 
the * and I have opened a bottle for 
em 
Eugene Well, Lingo my reſpects to fir Palin, 
and 1 ſhall do m) leit the bonour. of waiting on him 
at ſupper. 
linge No fir, "is 1 that am to wait on him 
at ſupper, becauſe I am the butler Do, pray, fir, 
come in to meo magiſter. You'll be heartily wel- 
come to Domine Felix I'm ſure; and that the wine 


is gcod, bona veritas I'm fure; for I touk two 


grkaſſes juſt now at the fide board. 


Eugene. Why then, pray go in and take another. 
Primo. iecundo, tertio, Mr. Lingo. 
Linge. Primo, lecundo, tertio! Mr. Eugene, 


you know ſomething ; | know a little too. You 
have ſtudied. Pray, fir, was you an Oxonian, or 


a Cantub? 


Eugene. What an infernal fellow! (Half afide.) 


Lingo. An infernal tellow! O then you wore 
a ſquare cap.— il poſe the infernal fellow of Ox- 
ford. —Pray, fir, can you decline the amatum ſupine 


to a lady that's fine ? 


Eugene. | find you are a great ſcholar, Mr. 


Lingo. 


— Scholar! 1 was a ander of ſcholars. 


Icio {cribendo, I can read. Legere, I can write. 


* Tacitorum 


THE AGREEABLE SURPRISE. © 20 
Tacitorum Latinum, I can ſpeak Latin. But then, 


| 7 opus mihi uſumque ſciente? what need have 


of ſo much knowledge? No one liſtens to me 
but Cowſlip the dairy-maid ; and I admire her ſa - 


pience, for ſhe's as docile as a young elephant. 


I lovea laſs _ 
As a cedar tall and ſlender, 
| Sweet Cowſlip's grace 
In her nom native caſe, 5 
And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 


* 


Tag rag merrs derry, 
 __ Perriwig and hatband, 
Hie hoc herum genitivo. 
Can I decline 
„ A nymph divine? _. 
| Her voice as a flute is dulcis, 
_ Her oculus bright, 
Her manus whate, | 
And ſoft when tefto her 1 8 
Chorus. Rorum corum, &c. 
O how bella | 
My puella!l 
PII kiſs in ſæcula ſæculorum; 
II I've luck, fir, 8 
She's my uxor, 
O dies benedictorum; 
| | Chorus. Rorum corum, &e. 


Enter Thomas. 
B , 
_ Thomas. l've been taking a mug of ale at the 
Griffin, fir; and a lady juſt come from London 
demed me to give you that letter. Exit. 
. - S Eugene, 
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_- Eugene. Mrs. Cheſhire's arm my old Calypſo 
of Tooley firect. © © © (reads, 


Sir 4 


„ wiſh 1 chuld ſay Hibs "FP but - you 
know you are unworthy of ſuch an epithet, yet 
ay good-nature obliges me to repeat the offer 
0 


* my goodnels lent to your neceſſity 
Tours, if you pleaſe, 


=  MARGERY CHESHIRE. 


« P. J 1 and my attorney will be with you 
" immediately,“ 

*'Sdeath ! - to be peſlered at ſuch a time with 
ſuch a ſulſome, teaſing old fool! het caſh that ſhe 
abſolutely forced upon me — What ſhall 1 do 


with her, a filly, ridiculous—Eh! egad! ſuppoſe 


I—Ha, ha, ha!— a thought flrikes me. It will 
involve her in a ridiculous fituation. I'll pro- 


cure her a more honourable! reception than ſhe | 
expects. Ha, ha, ha! Yes. Thomas ſhall fer it 
a-going through the family. l' teil it him as a 


ſectet, and he'll tell it over the houſe, and the 
more marvellous the eaſiet ſwallowed. 


| | Enter Thomas. | 
1 O Sir, I've been looking for you. 


The lady got here as ſoon-as her letter. She's in 


the little parlour, and - 

Euvene, Huſh! 

Thomas. Sir !— 

Eugene. Thomas, | . you're : honeſt. 

Thomas. That [ am, fir, as any ſervant i in 

Eugene. Thomas, can you ſhut that door ; 
can you keep a great ſecret? . 

Thomas. Leave me alone for that, fir. | 

| Eugene. O Thomas, tis of the greateſt conſe- 


quence. , If known, it any oy our county ia 


Thaw 


ruin. 


un 


my hand, which if you again rejeQ, my 
attorney has inſtructions to ſue you for the money 


4 - * 
r h * , — PSWInY 


+ 
c n . 
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Thomas. I won't tell a word of it, ſir. 

Eugene. Not for your ſo ul Then, you muſt 
know—come this way—that lady that gave you the 
letter, and that's now in the Kerle parlour, is a 
Ruſſian Princeſs. 

Thomas. A Princeſs ! 8 | 

Eugene. The Princeſs Rufifulti She foug he 
a duel— 1 

Thomas. A Princeſs fight a duel! 

Eugene. With a great Count of the holy Ro- 
man empire. She was run through the ſword- 
arm; but the noble Count's wounds were faid, to 
be mortal: fo ſhe has fled to England for ſafety ; 


and if ſhe's diſcovered, we mult give her up; | then, 


Thomas, the ll be beheaded. 
7tomas. Poor noble ſoul ! 
Eugene Ay, Thomas; - ſuch a Princeſs! fins _ 


all languages, and Engliſh moſt VP Now, 
Thomas, if you mention this— WE 


7M homas. Me! not for— 
Enter Fringe. 
Hh Huſh! not a 8 0 eſpecially to a 


 woman- 5 Exit. 


Fringe. And why not to a woman pray? 
Thomas. Becauſe it's a ſectet. 3 

Fringe. A ſecret! I muſt know it. | 
Thomas. O,. Mrs. Fri ringe, if you would not 


ie Come, tell me. 
Thomas. Then you muſt know nt the door 


this way—the great lady in the Rttle a is a 
Ruſlian Princeſs. _ , 


Fringe, A Princeſs! | t 
| Thomas. The Princeſs Ruſky Fulky. She kil- 


led two Counts of the holy Roman Empe or. 
She's here incog. And it ſhe's taken, her head 


will be chopped off Not a word of that, Mrs. 


Pringe; for it's a ra(cally thiog to toll a thing once 


you re intruſted with? it. 
Fringe. 


Mp o * 
— — —— — e ã́— — EIT 
* __— — 
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Fringe. So it is indeed, Thomas 
Exit Thomas. 


A Princeſs! Pl wait upon het. She may prefer ; 


me to be one of her maids of honour. 
a eee 


Jen Did you fee Mr Lingo?- I want * 


cake and wine for this flrange gentlewoman here i in 


the parlour. 


-__ Gentlewoman! well, I find ſome. peo- 


- know more of ſome people than ſome people. 
But 


when people intruſt people with people's ſecrets, 


meer, 


Fringe. No, you have diſcreation, Jobn,— 
John, that gentlewoman, as you call her, 18. 


but it is the greateſt ſecret—ſhe is the great Ruſ- 


ſian Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky ; 
Jebn The Priacets Ruſky F uſky! 
Fringe. She was ſet upon by five holy Roman 


Empires. The dear lady had nothing but her 


fan and her icifſars; and with theſe ſhe defended 


her honour, with her back againſt a cree, till ſhe 


laid the five holy Roman Empires all dead at her 


feet. If ſhe had Raid, the week have had her | | 


head ſeverated from hes body; fo ſhe called for 
her own maid, a faithful ſenſible body like me, 


one that never blabb'd—ſhe packed up her port- 


manteau, croſſed the ſeas, a. landed at Black- 
heath. If ſhe's takea—Joha don't tell, as her lite's 
n danger. 
Jobn. Her life in danger! Ge! if Id tell 
for wart 2 crown. 
Fringe. 


people are not to tell them to all the people they - 


. Jobn. Hey! the devil! what a crowd of people's 
ere! | 
Fringe, Eh!—no, we're alone. —ſhut the door 
 —John, if you know— you won't tell any body? 
 _ Fobn. Tell! did I tell of the bottle of burnt 
_ Claret the other night, though I ſtole i it from Mr. 
Lingo myſelf? — 


| ſure he does come out with his nouns ſometimes. 
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Fringe. 1 believe you John. I affure you T 
would wt have told you, only I know you can keep 
a ſecret as well as myſelf. (Exir. 


"IE" Can one get anything wy though? 
\ Enter Couſlip. 
Conoſlis. What cream is wanted forthe moralg 
1 


1 
n. Ha! dainty ey - maid] - 
5 N He done, 41 ſhould" oe. have 


| thought of your — Jehu. 


Bell rings. 40: 
John. Zounds! I forgot the wine atone cake for 


the Prin—gad? I'd like to have popt it out.—Ab, 
Cowflip I could difcover— 


lip. I don't care what you diſcover of me. 


 Whydid Mr. Lingo tell then??? * 2 | 


 Fobn.. What? 
Cowſlip. O, nothin . WV 
John Dama the 61d wv i - block ! he has the ear, 
and I fancy the lip too of every woman in the 


houſe. 


Cutis. Why, you' re as tall, and your leg 5 


not amiſs when you're behind the coach. But 


why don't you ſpeak the Latin tongue? 
Jobn. I've more regard to decency, than to 
curſe and ſwear to innoceat women, . becauſe they . 


don't underſtand me 


Cowſlip. Does Mr. Lin do ſo?. „ N 
Tobn. Cowllip, 11 tell you the ſecret if you'll | 


affront him, 


Cowſlis. Ods-daiſy! but I'll buff de « will ha. < 


do? Pl pull his wig. He's mighty proud of his 


wig. Now what's the ſecret pray ? 

5.64 The ſecret is (Bell rings, 7 Comiog 3 
don't tell. We've a great Princeſs in the houſe. 
Coruſſi p. A Princeſs! ods-daſy ! that's fine. 
N. The Ruſſian Princeſs Ruſky F uy. 

C ws. 


——— * a. wt Grate - rr 
beer 
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The Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky! _. 


John, She killed fix knights of the holy Roman 


Emperor. She's in diſguiſe here. The conſtables 


are after her with a ſearch warrant, and hell 
de hanged. if ſhe's taken. You have the ſecret. 
now, and pray keep it, for my ſake. Bell rings.) 


Coiniog, coming! Exit. 


Canin. Keep the ſecret! ay, that I will —— 


Lord! I'll go to the Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky, and 
then I muſt make haſte to the lawn, or all the 


ſports will be over, and Cudden my ſweetheart 
ops home, or mayhap dance with another girl — 


ohn and Mr. Lingo.—Ah I after all, I find Cudden 
has ſkimmed the cream of my.affeQions, 5 
7 ͤͤ ͤ wa 
Lord! what care I for mam or dad? 
Why let them ſcold and bellow; 


For while I live I'll love my lad. 
He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


| The youth he danc'd ſo well O! 
So ſpruce à lad was never ſeen, 
Ass my ſweet charming fellow. 


The fair was over, night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow; 8 
Says he, my dear, I'll ſee you home. 
I thank'd the charming fellow. 


3 We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 


Says he, my ſweeteſt Nello? 
- PI] kifs you here by this good night, 
Lord! what a charming fellowl i 
You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath, 
Ve bells ring out my knell Of 
Again I'd die ſo ſweet's death 
With ſuch a charming fellow. 


* 


O bere comes Mr. Liogo, with his * 


bis nonſenſe. 
„ Enter Lingo. 


Linge. O wy ſweeteſt of Cowſlips, dulcis 
e 8 T puella! 


— eqn; 
. 
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puella! by my dexter and ſineſter manus, your 
* antic Celeb ſings lo Pœanus to fee you. 
| Corflip. What do you ſay, you're in pain to ſee 
me, Mr. Lingo? _ 
Lingo, Gerunds,. declenſions, verbs and ad- 
verbs. 
I 8 I ſhould not ha' thought of your 
erbs. 
lingo. Aid me, Amor, the eight parts of ſpeech, 
ſingular, plural, nouns and pronouns ! 
Cowſlip. Mr. Lingo, I does n't love curſing and 
ſwearing. | 
Linge. Nominative; hanc, hunc et hoc. 4 
| Cowſlip, Hock again! You're drunk with 
| _ for my part [ believe. þ deſire you'll ha” done, 
| (Gives bim a puſh. 


ue Ha' done, do! Hear, this you azure 


woods, you purling plains, yowgverdant ſkies, 


' you cryſtal ſwains, ye teathered fountains, tiok- 


ling groves, you coding kids, ye Capering doves 
ſhe's in the imperative. mood. O damnatus, ob- 
ſtinatus mulier! 

Conflep. Do you ſay vn a dammd obſtinate 

mule !——— How dare you call me names? III. 
pull your wig for you, that's what | will. 

(Pulli his wig. 
Linge. If my ſcholars was to ſee me now, they'd 
never let me whip em again in ſæcula ſecu- f 
lorum. 

Coroſlip. For all your lorums and larning, 1 
could larn you lomewhat, if 1 had a mind, Mr. 
” Schoolmaſter, but it's a great ſecret, or | could 
tell you the die lady in the little parlour is the 

- + Princeſs Ruſky Faiky! how the killed ſeven whole 


Roman Emperors; - and how ſhe'll be hauged in 
chains if ſhe's catch'd ; and I could have told you 
every word of it if I pleaſed; but you ſhan't know 
2 ſyllabub of it from me, that you ſhan't Mr. 
| Schoolmaſter. | (Exit. 

Linge. Multum in parvo. What a diſcreet | 

9 at 
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flut it is to know all this, and wouldn't tell even 
me, becauſe it js a ſecret! . The Princeſs Ruſky 
Fuſky in ths houſe! this is indeed a ſecret, — 
dono publico This cow ſlip is the very een, the 
daffy-doyn-· dilly of — maids! _ 5 
$0NG - | 
Of all the pretty flowers | 

A cowſlip's my delight, 
With that I'd paſs my hours 


Both morning, noon and night. 
To be ſure I would, tol, tol, Sec. 


This 22323 ſmil'd fo ſweetly, 
k'd ſo freſh and gay, 
Say 1 I, you're dreſs'd fo neatly, 
We'll have a little play, * 
5 | CEO INS. Wi. 
One e vening, in the dairy 
| I ki d this pretty fairy, 8 3 Hr” 
And then lay, down myſelf. 5 BEE 
I ?0o de ſure I did, &c. 


This flower one morning early, 
- Upon a bed did reſt; 
I long'd to pull it dearly, 
And ſtick it in my breaſt. 
To be ſure I could, &c. - 


r 
8 Enter Eugene. | | 
Eugene. So, as I expected my ſecret has gone | 
through. the family, and my cheeſemonger is 4.5 WM 
Ruſſian Princeſs. . 
Enter Laura. * 


1 oO Eugene, I hear fir Felix' ſon is ac· : 


tally arrived. 
Bugene. Then my Laura, though bitter the 


ſeparation, I bid an eternal adieu to you and 


happineſs. 
Laura. Do you leave the country, Eugene ? 


Eugene. Can I ſtay to ſee my deareſt Laura 
think, what I would * 
Laura. 


* 


CY — - * 
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" Laura. Nay, Eugene, do tell me. 
Eugene. Sir Felix's ſoo i arrived, and—Can 1 


ſee you in the arms of another? „ 
9 Laura. Ah, Eugene, if you go—do you, can 
4 you think your Laura will ſtay behind? e 


5 Eugene. Generous Laura!—but fir Felix has 
| ſet his heart upon your union with his ſoo. To 
bis bounty my father and I owe our very exiſtence. 
And ſhall I, like a viper, turn and ſting my kind 
preſerver? no Laura. Though in the poſſe ſſion of 
you, my love, | compriſe all hopes of happinets ; 
yet, in my mind, the height of human blils is 
dearly gained, when purchaſed by an action of 
— 7... | 15 
Laura. I aſk your pardon, fir.—-l ſee my er- 
ror.—l ſhan't be ungratetul to fir Felix—P!! give 
my hand where he commands, though my heart 


| may burſt—Oh! Eugene, 1 did not think you'd 


ff EEE: 
1 „ 8 
7 Ahl why take back the vows you gave, 
+, 8 * hgh 
My heart is (till your willing flave, 
. Though yours I muſt ln. 
A bird thoſe yows did firit engage, 
Tho' anxious to remain, =. Wy" 
Enamour d of his goldan cage, 
| | You'd not let looſe ginn. 
3 | You've halF'd me in a dream of love, 2 
„% A gay illufive ſhow, | | N 
==: And as Bs the ſubſtance I would prove, : 
. You wake me into woe. | TIF”. 
Eugene, I cannot bear this, and fear love muſt 
triumph over gratitude. ———And*have you for- 
F titude Lauta, to face the world with meg / 
FF Laura. 'Fry me. And not even the element 
1 shall part your faithfu! Laura from her beloved 
+ Eugene. 3 5 PR 
agen. Generous Laumann. 
| 


— 
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N ee 
Laura, will you truſt the ſ. 

A . 


And certain peril prove? 
Then conftancy, 


Our pilot be, 

5 „As all our freight is love. | 
Our bark ſhall bravely ſtem the tide, 
Till ſkiesclear up and ſtorms ſubſide, * 
And peace returns her dove; 

8 Ger g be 

Our 
| PAs af ur reght 3 tove. 


8 CE NE. IV. 


| Draws and diſcovers Mrs. Cheſhire fitting down, 
_ Lingo, John and William ceremonioufly waiting. 


” Mrs.” C. My patience is almoſt. wearied out. 


Very firange I can't ſee Eugene. —0h * !a glaſs =_ 


of water, if you pleaſe. | 
: 2 Ves madam. | 
Linge. Madam! John 3 he's a Princeſs ; 
| and I can't do her proper homage before theſe Cy- 
| as ** you may both retire 
5 obn. Mr. Lingo's not in the ſecret. 0 Afede.) 
Mr. Lingo, pray bow reſpectſully to ber: 
linge. Do you teach me that have teached 
-- Hundreds? centum, — x14 you vile liQtor ! 
tanke your face out of os. room, An't | the 
domeſtic god, the very Lary of 4 family? go 
. John.) Don't be Mey, Nobody knows yo : 
t me. 
Mrs. C. Theſe Kentiſh ſervants are very civil. 


Enter Cowſlip, with a bowl. EET 
Cui. Some of our Engliſh cream for your 
royal reverence ! ( Dalat. 7 
Mrs. C. My royal reverence ! 
Linge. Take the glaſs, pleaſe your catholic 
1 | 
rs. C. My catholic Majeſty ! 
Lingo. * leave * preſence. 


Conofhip. 


— 
. 0AM... £ * 
0 


| —_ She's a mere 2 


i tan. 


* : 
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Corſlip. I have no more preſents than the bowl 
of cream. 

Linge. Cream! you ſhallow Pomona! 

| Cowſlip. Well, Pill now I always thought your 
great Ruſſians wore whiſkers. 8 (Exit. 

Lingo. Don't mind that girl, moſt learned 

Druid, moſt divine 


Enter John with ts, vi 


Linge. John, this honour is too great—— 
Jobn Mr, Lingo, ] was ordered —— 


Lingo. John, I do not * a common De- ; 
moſthenus. 


 Fobn. Sir Im—_ 
Lingo. Go out, r homo, go! (Exit. 


John.) The moſt impudent canus in our domus. 


Mrs. C. This is wine. A glaſs of water, if 


you pleaſe. 


Lingo. In vino veritas. Thin get no water in 


this houſe. Some cake for your faithful majeſty. 


Mrs. C. My majeſty! O, this is mere diver- 


| ſent a letter juſt now from the Griffin 
to Mr. Eugene. 


Linge. You ſent it! Yes, he ot letter from 


the Griffin —Take ſome cake. Vivitur, we live 
| by eating and drinking, pleaſe your grace's holi- 


neſs. 
Mis. C. My grace's holineſs ! pray harkee, - 


Sir, does your maſter tolerate” you to—but —— 


I'm cool. . 
Lingo. Cool! ſhe wants the Ruſſian 8 


We have no ſuch in England, great Ottoman; 
but Vi} immediately get you a chating-diſh of hot 


_ coals for your ſublime port AY Exit. 
| Enter Fringe. s 
— 7 Kneeling) Pleaſe your royal high- 
neſs! 


Mrs. C. My royal highneſs! 


Fringe, 
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Fringe. I am my young lady's "OF roms, 
your royal highneſs. 

Mrs. C. i am no royal bighneſs, madam. 
=— Fringe. O! 1 know your royal highneſs very 
= well ; ut I'd ſcorn to betray your royal highneſa, 
we as it wos in defence of your virtue you killed =o 
Roman Emperors! | 
=  . Mrs. C. I kill the Roman Emperors! | 
=y Fringe. A Ruflian Princeſs l—Give me our own 

| royal family after all! (Exit. 4. 
Mis. C. All mad in this houſe, | believe. 5 


Enter Lingo, with.a cloak. 


5 Linge. | You will have the hot coals preſently, 
In the mean time throw this Ruſſian tur -— 
over you. Mr. Compton wore-it in your cold 

 Ealtern ports. You were wounded in the ſword- 
arm, greatRuilifulti. 

Mrs. C. Yes. this fellow's mad. (Abe). 

| Lingo. Thoſe Roman Emperors that. attacked 
you were mere Tar quins. Depend upon it, that 
chair is too low for your bighneis. Here is ano- 
ther It is moms, and more beter tor your 
| eminence. : 


— 


— > ry ee — 
% Pm ——_ — 


—— . — ks 
— — 


3 n e (Knee 3 
Thomas, Your bighnefs is diſcovered. 


(W. Mende 23 
Mrs. C:: Highneſs! all mad. I've got imo | 
- Bedlam ſure. (41) FF _ 


5 (Laying bold of Thomas) W hifper a 
Princeſs! why, Thomas, you fancy elf Cardinal 
Wolſey in this houſe. 

Thomas. Ol if you knew Mr. Lingo,— 
Linge. What? Quid opus? 
Thomas. A ſecret. I met an —_— and a bailiff 
at the door. 
* Lingo. An attorney turn out. 
I. uns bim out. 1 
Mrs. C. It's my lawyer. Open ihe door. = # 
| 52 | 5 5 Linge. ' 


Fi, ih 
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Lig” 1 in an attorney xe you mad, 
great potentate z=—Oh, oh! 
Mrs. C. Open the door. 

Lingo. The lawyer will betray you, commander 
of the faithful. | 

Mrs. C. Open the door, I ay! ! 

Lingo. Sit quiet, great Ruſtituſti. 

Mrs. C. Am I to be ſhut up here with a mad - 


N : man? Open the door | infiit. - [Riſes. 


Lingo. Her ſerene highneſs is in a paſſion. 
She'll never be taken alive. Les, ſhe'll kill the 
attorney. There is a caſe of piſtols. There is 
a broad word. Heavens! how the'lt fight! here, 
now, defend yourſelf, brave Ruſtifuſti. = 

Mrs. C. Open the door | fa 
Linge. Yes, ſhe'll ſhoot r attorney. Stay, 

till I*gert up hete.— No- pyme, and fire * : 
brave Bellona. 


Enter Sir Felix 1 CY 1 


Sir Felix. Dot't be alarmed, , Princeſs. Though 
your perſon's known here, you're ſafe by all the 
laws of hoſpitality. 
Linge. Stand out of the way, Domine Felix, 

till Ruſtifuſti ſhoots.the «ip + 3 . 
Compton. Why this is Mrs heſhire, our South- / 
wark r 

Lingo. A cheeſemonger! O Cœlum and terra ! 
and have I ſtudied Syntax, Cordery, Juvenal, and 
Triſtram Shandy, to ſerve wine on my knee to a 
mighty  obceſemonger!—But there is one thing 

Ian never forget in ſæcula ſeculorum. 
Compton. What's that, Lingo? fag >a 
| Lingo, Her not ſhooting the attorey. . 


Se Enter Chicane. 


Chicane. So, ſo, the party has abſconded. 

Mrs. C. Eugene! 

Sir Felix. My ſon run away! 4 
Chicane. 


— 
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\ Chicane. With the young lady's ol the houſe 1 
r 
Compton My daughter! 


Sir Felix. Tol, lol, lol!-—Ha; ha, at This 


is good. To avoid each other e off together. 
Ha, ha, ha! Iam ſo happy * 


2 Enter Eugene und Laura. 


Sir Felix. So, you two ran away to be married 


I ſuppoſe ? 
Eugene. With that intention, Sir, Fconſeſs. | 


Laura Dear Sir Felix, the fault was mine; 
but Eugene 's mind is replete with honour, and he 
has made me u proſelyte O Sir! he has my affec- 
tions. | here return to my obedience, with hopes 

a fon of yours will never accept my band, when 
| my. heart is poſſeſſed by another. * 


Sir Felix. Refiifed : a fine girl rather than yoke > 


the tie of honour and gratitude !—My Eu 

my fon! take the bleſſing of a father 4 for 4 
with pride acknowledge 

Eugene. (Te Compton) Sir! 


your filial duty. <a 
Eugene. I'm ſurpriſed! 
Sir Felix. Yes, I love lap FR 


Laura. Dear Sir! (% Sir Felix.) your bleſſing - 


and forgiveneſs, (Kneeling. } 


Sie Felize. Kneel there, Laure. + Gr, is prior 


to mine. #4 
Laura. Mr. Compton! 5 


| Compton. Yes, Laura, in me you ou bebold an 
affeQionate parent z but next to rad you owe. 


your thanks to that benevolent man. 


Mrs. C. Well, Filbe revenged if it coſt me halt 


the cheeſe in my ſhop. 


Sir Felix. Stay, widow. Egad! rffarpriſed 


you. — — you ſurprile me in n. hs + mar- 
ry the attor 


: Mrs. C. 1 n Mr. Chicane 3 is an honeſt man; 
out —— 8 "408 
1 1 Sir Fag. 


" - 4 * YL 4 
2 * 
; * 
4 ; 
- 
= 


Compton. Tie true, Eugene. Sir Fell x claims - 1 


- 
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Sir Felix. Honeſt! take him home, —Bring an 
honeſt attorney , over London Bridge with you, 


f | and you'll ſurpriſe all Tooleyrſtireer. 


4 und a good fortune. is not. 


Enter Lingo. 


I 1 of a wedding going to be, Domine | 
| yolks therefore 1 will write a. latin epitaph for 
the pair. of, Se wherein It provoke the 
|. patronage of Cupid, Thomas a Becket, Sir God- 
fry Kneller, and Helley O' Gabalus. 
Sir Felix. Let me have no more of 
damn'd Godfreys and Gabaluſſus. Lay the e 
and ſurpriſe us with a good wedding ſupper. 
Eugene. A wedding ! Is it poſſible 
Sir Felix. Yes, boy, poſlible, ay, and probable. 
too: I've ſurpriſed you with the l of your heart, 
is an 9 


I 9 1 2 
1 r INA * E. 


ſs, my girl ; your hand my boy; 
re now each anxious trouble ends: 


it ſtill my greateſt joy 
leſſings to ſurpriſe wy friends. 


CHORUS, 


Each jovial heart be pleas'd this night— 
What bleſſings in good - humour lies! 
And proſpects yield more ſweet delight | 
By an agreeable ſurpriſe. * 


Laura (Tn pureſt robes of radient light 

"7 Patt © jana, Ceres, Hyman, come 
and J Youvebleſs'd cheday, ſocrown'the night, 
Eugene” Our birth-day, wedding, harveſt home. E. 


Sir Felix: A 


Yet. 
W 


A.. C. Great Ruſtifuſti now no more 
Nor Ruſſian Princeſs here _—_ be 
_ But widow Cheſhire as before, 
And for a huſband ſtill agog! 


| Complon, 


. 


_ * 0 9 p . . 5 te * * E * * x 8 
J * - ” pay 2 by * 
* - 4 * 
Y - 
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Compton. Uncertain yet our poet's fate, 
Lis your award muſt fix his doom 
____ _  Applaud ieh ze hell celebrate 
1 Our * wedding. harveſt home.” 


© Lingo... 


For oma bens he ap lies, 
His 'Dzav AL v in critics paw, 
ive th' ASK x SUnPRISE, © 


* 


** And ſpare him for his Son- re Bas 
CH OR . 
- Rach jorial heart be plead this vight, æc. 


a : - ; 1 = 


* 


